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IN THE CANON 

\\r^ move beside the borders of the Mind, 
V Y The swift, the shadowy stream, 
Between titanic, cafion walls confined, 
Where the stars ever gleam. 

Above us frowns, eternal, stem, and gray. 

The precipice of years; 
Where flit from steep to steep, like birds of prey. 

The echoes of our fears. 

And ever driven as the wind may list. 

Along that shadowy stream, 
There wanders still the unsubstantial mist 

Of phantom-peopled dream. 

Toward the supernal world in vain we cry. 
In vain our hands extend, 

• 

From that blue ribbon which we call the sky 
Dead leaves alone descend. 



THE PHANTOM LEAVES 

LEAVES that in October's breath 
Dance your whirling dance of death, 
Is there joy in being free 
From the bondage of the tree, 
Prom the dominance of strife, 
Prom the effort which is life? 

Leaves that drift across the wold, 
Soon your substance shall be mold 
And your shroud shall be the snow! 
Spring will call the sap, and lo! 
On the re-awakened trees 
Other leaves will fret the breeze! 

Life in waves forever flows 
As the wind of spirit blows; 
Ever must the tempest urge, 
Ever must the waters surge. 
Ever on the wasting shore 
Must the breakers foam and roar. 

Leaves that in October's breath 
Dance your whirling dance of death. 
Speed your dance, for you are free 
From the bondage of the tree, 
From the dominance of strife, 
From the efEort which is life! 



LABUNTUR ANNI 

THE hours are fl3ring and the years 
One after one depart, 
Unmindful of the hopes, the fears, 
The longings of the heart. 

Each bears us onward from our youth 
Along the shadowy stream, 

Nearer perchance to some far truth 
But further from the dream; 

Further from joy and that desire 
Which takes no note of time, 

The lip of scorn, the eye of fire, 
The love which seems sublime. 



THE WANDERER 

IT happens oft in this our life of change 
That one who in his youth has left his father's door 
With lightsome foot across the world to range 

And all its lands explore, 

Shall at the last return with heavy tread, 

With shoulders gaunt and bowed and eyes no longer 

bright, 
To end his days and seek his final bed 

Where first he saw the light; 

To find his thoughts no longer on the plane 

Of those who round him move and thumb their empty 

years 
Upon life's ancient calendar of pain 

And inefiEectual tears. 

There shall he sit neglected and alone 
Hard by the smouldering fire of some deserted inn 
Where now the postman's horn no more is blown 

With shrill and welcome din. 

There shall his thoughts forever fly afar 
Toward coral-builded isles where tropic waters gleam 
Or to the white wastes of the Northern star 

In the auroral beam. 

Until the Spectre's hand, friendly but cold, 

That stills the overwearied heart and bids its throbbing 

cease 
Shall stamp his features in its shadowy mold 

With the great seal of peace. 



THE MUSEUM RING 
(At Neuchdtel) 

A LITTLE ring with claspM hands, 
A bauble of the long-ago, 
Fotind in the ever-tumbled sands 
Where the swift Seyon's waters flow. 

In some enraptured moment lost, 
When magic Twilight held the stream. 

Or by abandoned Anguish tossed 
As symbol of a shattered dream. 

What gentle tears have lingered there. 

What lips have pressed those hands of gold. 

In faith or passion or despair 
Forever must remain untold. 

For they are gone those vital things, 
The thrill of joy, the gasp of strife. 

By which the human fancy flings 
O'er all its toys the charm of life. 

Ah! little ring, shall naught remain 

Of all these mortal fibres hold? 
The hope, the struggle and the pain — 

Are they less durable than gold? 



BEYOND THE YEARS 

ONCE as I mused upon the soul of Man, 
And wept as I beheld how dark it ran» 
What crimes had from it welled since first its course 
began; 

There came to me a spirit from the land 

Of undiscovered dream, and with a wand 

Which did of Heaven seem he made my soul expand. 

And I beheld the far removM years, 

The years which are to be, when the dim fears 

And pangs and misery which now compel our tears 

Shall vanish and the earth become again 

The home of Solitude, where never pain 

Shall break the quietude nor turgid passions reign. 

When the pale moon, that in her ancient ring 
Through the clear ether whirled doth silent swing, 
May look upon the world and find no suffering. 

May see the mountains shining as of old 
In the great vault of night and may behold 
No sorrow in that light forever pure and cold. 

For, like herself, her sister Earth shall keep 
At last the way of Truth, and shall not weep 
As in her stormy youth but shall forever sleep. 
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SONNET 

THE WILD SWANS 

T X 7E are Convention's darlings, with dipt wings 
V Y We float upon its basin tranqtiilly 
Or move demurely and with languid eye, 
Unconscious of the joy that freedom brings, 
Toward the light crumbs that the world's bounty 

flings. 
But when the autumn comes and o'er us high 
The great wild swans in whirring legions fly 
We start at the strange note the leader sings. 
Then through our sotds there rushes like a tide 
The recollection of our liberty. 
The long, bright rivers and the marshes wide 
And dreamy sunshine of the southern sky 
As, gazing upward with despair and pride, 
We echo back in vain the ancient cry. 



SONNET 

CAUQUOMGOMOXIS 

THE birches bow their heads as if in prayer, 
No sound is borne across the unrufifled lake 
Save of the loon whose bugle notes awake 
The unseen bells and crystals of the air ; 
A sound so free, so wild beyond compare, 
So passionless, the quavering echoes make 
The loneliness more lonely as they break 
Upon an ear attuned to mortal care. 
Lake of the wilderness ! whose waters lie 
Beneath the forest and the shadowy glen, 
Reflecting the far mountains and the sky 
And evening clouds which crown their peaks again. 
Slowly I turn from thy tranquillity 
Back to the camp-fire and the speech of men. 
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SONNET 

*TIS SWEET TO DREAM 

"npiS sweet to dream that this our world obscure 

1 Where truth and gentleness are doomed to fail 
And only greed and love of self prevail 
Is yet ephemeral and that the pure 
Unclouded spirit shall alone endure; 
In vain the titans of the storm may scale 
The heights of heaven and the moon assail, 
Beyond our vision still she reigns secure. 
And if that be a tissue of the brain, 
If all the blossoms of the world must die, 
'Tis sweet, at least, to know that grief and pain 
And violence and hate must withered lie 
When from the stars beyond our mortal ken 
Descends the winter of eternity. 



II 



SONNET 

THIS body that we love, this cherished clay, 
Through which for seventy years we gather pain 
And call it life, how cold it doth remain 
When the ethereal fire bums away 
And leaves it like the clouds at close of day 
When the red sun descends behind the chain 
Of distant mountains and his purple train 
Of vapors suddenly grows chill and gray! 
That form, a moment since instinct with power. 
With beauty's smile and youth's impassioned glow. 
Now withered lies like a November flower 
While we with pompous step sedate and slow 
Escort it to the grave and grudge the hour 
We spare for it from the world's gaudy show. 
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SONNET 

FROM faintest morning when the eager sun 
Leads his plumed legions up the Eastern height, 
Through the warm, vibrant and triumphant light 
Of noon, until the shadows one by one 
Tiptoe across the valley and are gone, 
Man strives with his own soul and with the might 
Of things impalpable and infinite 
In which he moves uncertain and alone. 
O World of Spirit saturnine and dumb 
Which all in vain we question as we go. 
Say! is it true that wisdom is the sum 
Of Being and that man must larger grow 
And ever rise and more and more become 
If of thy secret he would further know? 
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THE BLOSSOMS FADE 

1HAVE been a-majring 
In the fields of life, 
Through the blossoms strajring 
Careless of the strife; 

Hearing not the thrumming 

Of the distant drum 
While the bees were humming 

With a drowsy hum; 

Heeding not the battle 
And the bugle's dream 

While the quiet cattle 
Wandered by the stream. 

Ah ! the gentle flowers 
That were growing there 

Through the stainless hours 
In the joyous air, 

Flowers of hill and valley 

In profusion strown. 
Flowers magically 

In the garden grown, 
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The Blossoms Fade 

Buttercup and tansy 

And wild eglantine, 
Marigold and pansy 

And the trampet vine. 

One by one I culled them 
By the dancing river, 

Thinking as I pulled them 
They would last forever; 

One by one I tossed them 
Prom my weary hand, 

One by one I lost them 
By the shining strand. 

Now the rooks are calling 
Prom the gnarlM tree, 

Soft the mists are falling. 
Homeward flies the bee; 

Homeward stray the cattle 
Prom the quiet stream — 

Ended is the battle 
And the bugle's dream. 
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THE BALLAD OP LA TOUR D'OR 

•'TWAS in the ancient Latin Quarter 
1 Where on the worn and splintered bournes 

And on the quays along the water 
Tradition sits and idly mourns. 

Within a medieval palace 

Long turned into a tavern hall 
A modern Hebe passed the chalice 

And filled with beer the glasses tall. 

A child was she of young Desire, 
Orphaned and left without a name 

In weary drudgery to expire, 
The butt of Pate*$ unguided aim. 

A touch of Northland in her manner, 

A tinge of Scotland in her hair. 
An air of dreams that seemed to fan her 

And soothe her spirit from despair. 

A bruisfed rose did she resemble 
When autumn winds are growing bleak ; 

Her soul within her seemed .to tremble 
And fade and glow upon her cheek. 
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The Ballad of I^a Tour d*Or 

The merry glasses clinked about her, 
The students swore with many a jest 

They would be quite consumed without her, 
Such thirst was burning in each breast. 

But one there was who sat retired, 
With him alone was she reserved, 

By him alone her heart was fired. 

By him alone her thoughts were swerved. 

A son was he of wind and prairie, 
A student now of Old World art 

Amid desires dim and airy 

That fluttered vaguely round his heart. 

But little had he known of sorrow, 
Before him lay the fields of Life 

Toward the horizon of To-morrow 
Unclouded by the winds of Strife. 

Oft had he sought the ''Gk>lden Tower," 
Where young ambitions weave their chain. 

To loiter many a musing hour 
With Fancy mistress of his brain. 

He thought of life and art and glory, 

Of elfin bugles in the stream. 
Of ancient cities crowned in story, 

Of love eternal and supreme; 

He thought of all the World's endeavor, 

Its grief and crime and sordid care, 

And Man's tumultuous, turbid river 

That runs forever toward Despair, 
a 17 



I^ichens from tHe Temple 

And now as once again he lingered, 
Painting with Fancy's rainbow dyes, 

Half dreamily his glass he fingered 
And smiling lifted up his eyes. 

One glance he gave and she returned it 

And lo! into his heart a thought 
Pierced like the lightning's flame and burned it: 

"This is the vision thou hast sought." 



They only looked, no word they uttered, 
Even as a bird with wounded wing 

Her soul within her body fluttered, 
His heart became a troubled spring. 

He felt his being sorely laden 

And homeward wandered musingly: 

"This caimot be my spirit's maiden. 
She could not be of low degree; 

**My dream should be a child of Heaven 
Pure and unsullied as the sun 

That cannot find a cloud at even 
To kindle when his course is run; 

"I will not let my life be driven 
By Youth's illusions from its goal, 

But wait until my flesh be shriven 
And made more worthy of the soul." 

Thus did his thoughts entangled linger 
Within a world of doubt and gloom 

The while the clock with iron finger 
Beckoned the moments to their doom. 
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The Ballad of L.a To\xr <l*Or 



ENVOI 

The years have fallen hour by hour, 
Even as sands which slowly pass, 

And now within the ** Golden Tower" 
Another Hebe fills the glass, 

And in a far, neglected comer 

Of Pfere Lachaise there Ues a stone 

That once a year doth find a mourner, 
A care-worn man who comes alone. 

A woman's name is all its story 
Save that beneath some later hand 

Hath carved: "Nessun maggior dolore 
That they who will may understand. 
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WHEN THE WIND WHISPERS 

IN the green wood whose needled floor 
Made many a magic, soft retreat 
Where the shy squirrel kept his store 
Oft did he dance with nimble feet; 
And as his steps the measure beat, 
Upon an oaten pipe he played 
An ancient air subdued and sweet 
That seemed so friendly to th^ glade 
The timid hare stood by and listened unafraid. 

He loved a dryad of the dell, 

Even as fauns have ever loved. 

But she was proof against his spell. 

Her heart of oak would not be moved. 

In vain he piped, in vain he proved 

The frolic freedom of his tread. 

Her leafy thoughts were far removed 

Even as the clouds which overhead 

Their vapor-woven sails before the breezes spread. 

The faun who once had formed a part 
Of all the sweet and dreamy things 
That filled the landscape of her heart 
No longer touched her spirit's springs. 
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When the Wind Whispers 

The quiet hour which twilight brings 

No longer thrilled her with delight; 

The fairies in their moony rings 

Unheeded danced throughout the night 

Or wove mysterious spells by the fantastic light. 

For she it chanced one autumn day 

An unfamiliar form had seen 

Slow-wandering through the forest gray. 

Upon his shoulder something keen 

Had glistened with a warlike sheen 

And he had paused a while to scan 

Her oak tree with attentive mien 

Until her guileless heart began 

To flutter in her breast — the dryad loved a man. 

Soft child of Nature's gentler mood 
From the world's fraud and envy free 
She could not know the woodman rude 
Had seen but timber in the tree. 
Day after day she looked to see 
Her god return till dusk dispelled 
The texture of her fantasy 
And love within her bosom swelled 
While he in neighboring groves her rooted sisters 
felled. 

And now the faun who saw his love 
Was treated only with disdain 
Went forth from his beloved grove 
And wandered idly o'er the plain, 
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I^ichens from the Temple 

Piping his ancient, sad refrain. 

Oft did he watch the sunset bum, 
Dwelling with pleasure on his pain 

And dreaming of a fond return 
When her awakened heart the worth of love should 
learn. 

Par did he wander; field and dell, 

Mountain and forest knew his feet; 
His pipe breathed many a tender spell 

Forever sad, forever sweet. 
Meanwhile in her obscure retreat 

The dryad watched as the hours passed 
And heard the wind his tale repeat 

Of vanished dreams which are the past, 
Nor did she wait in vain — the woodman came at last. 

There is a meadow where flowers spring, 

Autumnal flowers of many a hue, 
Whose odors wild the breezes fling 

As sweet as Mt. Hymettus knew. 
They grow where once the forest grew 

And some there be who wander there 
When Twilight spills his urns of dew 

Who feel a rustle in the air 
And hear a plaintive pipe which trembles with despair. 
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THE WEEPING^WILLOW 

DOWN in the heart of the reed-grown swamp, 
Where the evenhig air lay cool and damp, 
And the will-o-the-wisp himg out his lamp, 

A warning or a snare ; 
Where the purple flags grew tall and rank, 
And the spatterdocks and the lilies dank 
And the rushes and reeds on the slimy bank 
Swung in the idle air; 

A weeping-willow grew all alone, 
And ever grieved in a mournful tone, 
As his long leaves murmured one by one 

And rustled in the breeze; 
For the tall dry reeds and the flags would sway, 
And whisper and whisper the live-long day, 
But they only laughed at the willow gray, 

In mocking melodies. 

The dragon-flies in the languid air 
Darted and trembled here and there. 
But, vain and foolish, their only care 

Was to display their wings. 
The blackbird swayed, in a listless dream. 
On a cat-tail, watching the ripples gleam. 
Or the leaf that fell in the quiet stream 

And formed expanding rings. 



Lichens from the Temple 

The swallow dipped in the lazy brook, 
And from his feathers the water shook, 
Then sunned himself in a cozy nook 

Beside a lily gay. 
But none of them pitied the willow-tree, 
Or cared, or wondered, or seemed to see 
How he wept and drooped so mournfully. 

And slowly pined away. 

At last one day, as the twilight fell 
And tinged with purple the marish dell, 
While the ripples rocked with gentle swell 

The water-spiders long, 
A little bird, like a stray sunbeam, 
Perched on the willow beside the stream. 
And, bathed in the sun's departing gleam. 

Poured forth a joyous song; 

A song that swelled, like a magic flute. 
Till leaves and ripples and reeds were mute. 
And the willow trembled through every root, 

And shook in every limb; 
For after many a weary year, 
Pining alone in the marish drear. 
Hearing the reeds and the rushes sneer, 

A friend had come to him. 

A friend for him, and for him alone. 
To love and cherish and call his own. 
And, as the sun on his branches shone, 
He felt his being thrill 
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The Weeping^-Willow 

With wondrous rapture » and grief and care 
Seemed vanished into the purple air, 
As he smiled on the flags and the rushes there 
Beside the flowing rill, 

And in his fervor of love forgave 

The swallow skimming along the wave, 

The frog asleep in his oozy cave, 

And every living thing 
That ever had mocked or done him harm : 
His heart for hatred was all too warm, 
As he shielded the bird with his leafy arm. 

And heard him sweetly sing. 

And the weeping-willow grew green and strong. 
For day after day, and all day long. 
The little bird sang his mellow song 

Ethereal and clear; 
He gazed at the willow with lustrous eye. 
Or watched the water that gurgled by. 
Then darted forth at some dainty fly 

That ventured over-near. 

Weeks slipped by, and the sun was low 
Down in the amorous West, when lo ! 
Prom far away where the grain-fields grow 

Another song-bird came. 
And perched with the first upon the tree, 
And warbled a silvery melody, 
While a sunbeam touched them lovingly 

And tinged their wings with flame. 
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Lichens from the Temple 

The willow tree thrilled and trembled low, 
As he heard their mellow bugles blow, 
And saw how the sunset's fading glow 

Upon their plimiage burned; 
But when pale Evening had come again 
They flew away o'er the marish plain, 
To the distant fields of the waving grain, 

And nevermore returned. 
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THE RETURN OP EURYDICE 

DOWN through the kingdom where the shadows 
reign 
He now had passed, and stood before the throne 
Of darkness and of death, where Proserpine 
And Pluto in the eternal twilight sit, 
Silent amid the silence. Shadowy forms 
In robe and mantle of transparent gloom 
Move at their beck, their footsteps make no sound. 
Then, while his fingers lifted from the strings 
Such melodies as Hell had never heard. 
Thus Orpheus sang: **0 Deities Serene 
Who rule this mystic and unf athomed world 
Toward which are bent the imwilling steps of men, 
Hear me with pity and vouchsafe my prayer. 
In the glad morning of the world of light. 
Where breathe the flowers, and the murmuring streams 
Bid the heart listen, once I moved alone. 
Bright was the sunshine, and the untossed clouds. 
The thrum of insects and the languorous wind 
That died upon the tops of the dry reeds 
Spoke all of promise, yet my heart was sad. 
Clear was my glance and buoyant was my tread, 
For youth through all my pulsing arteries 
Shot his warm radiance, but upon my spirit 
Lay the cold blight of some forgotten doom 
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Uchens from the Temple 

Unregistered, some cry upon the night, 

Some vast, titanic anguish unredeemed. 

I marked the universe of things which are, 

Suspended, dim, remote, impalpable. 

Of other substance than my shrinking self 

Which swam apart imthinkably alone. 

I felt the sorrow of the world was mine. 

All sorrow which had been or was to be, 

Immeasurable; and that the very joy, 

The gladness of the morning and of man. 

Was but a mockery, the dancing shadow 

Cast by the sword of death upon the wall. 

And then She came; out of the timeless night, 

Out of the things untrampled by desire. 

Out of the secrets which the waters tell 

Slow trickling from their undiscovered springs. 

Out of the life, the light, the ecstasy, 

Eurydice appeared, and I became. 

And as the landscape shrinks and rushes toward 

The dusty horseman on his panting steed, 

So shrank the impersonal and misty world 

Into my spirit and grew one with me. 

Demand not ye who rule o'er vanished things 

That I recall those unsubstantial hours 

Which once I lived ai^d now are less than dreams. " 

Here Orpheus paused o'ermastered by his thought, 
And lo ! as when at dusk some distant bell. 
Urging the waves of twilight into sound. 
Melts on the ear till sound but shadow seems. 
There breathed a voice and Proserpine began: 
"Thou need'st not rend the fibres of thy being 
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The R^eturn of Euryciice 

To offer them upon the gloomy fane 

Of impotent despair; I too have lived 

And once was mortal ere I came to reign 

O'er this real world of tmreality; 

I once had dreams ere Time the inquisitor 

Stripped from my youth its petals one by one. 

We know thy loss and know what thou would'st ask, 

And moved by sorrow which is all our life 

We fain would grant thy wish had we the power. 

We hold dominion over what has been 
But o'er the world of cause we may not stretch 
Our sceptre, nor the thread of life restore 
Which once has snapt; yet if my lord who sits 
Upon the throne of Silence will but nod, 
One boon we still may grant thee, we may draw 
The vast, forbidden curtains of the night 
And, if thy soul be steadfast, thou shalt stand 
Before the Fates, the Arbiters of Change." 
She paused, and grimly from his ancient throne 
The sceptered Shadow nodded in return. 

Oft at the close of some tempestuous day 
When the wind's ministers have piled the cloudy 
And barred the sunshine from the field and hill, 
The flaming titan of the ether cleaves 
With one resplendent ray the misty veil. 
Until through rift on rift of vapors rolled, 
Beyond the horizon's verge, beyond the bourne 
Of mortal effort, the bewildered eye 
Beholds him burning, blazing as of old 
Far in the inaccessible serene. 
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So on a sudden in the heart of Hell 
The timeless walls were riven and from afar 
Beamed the unknown, the penetrating light 
Which never yet had mortal eye perceived; 
A light so pure, so cold, so motionless, 
More silent than the silence did it seem. 
And as the watcher of the wintry sky 
May catch the gleam of some remoter star 
Which still eludes his fixed and straining sight. 
So in the centre whence the radiance streamed 
Three baflBing forms did Orpheus behold. 

The first was of a maiden in whose smile 
There played the sunlight of the dancing leaves 
When all the forest feels the joy of youth 
And trembles with the impulse of the Spring. 
Now to his sight a thing of flesh she seemed 
But of a beauty more than mortals know, 
And now as in her eyes her spirit burned 
She shone ethereal as the golden fringe 
Which the declining sun hangs on the cloud. 
She from her wheel the thread of Being spins. 
Twisting the flax of Destiny which grows 
In the Unknown beyond the fields of Change. 

The second form was of a firmer mold, 

A woman of a beauty more mature, 

Full of desire and passion, thought and power; 

Now gentle and voluptuous she appeared. 

Wistful and tender, fond and pitiful, 

And now her features darkened till her eyes 

Glowed with the rapture of some deeper dream, 
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Some vision of indomitable will, 
And shining through it all a great disdain. 
The mystic thread of Being she receives 
And measures with a firm, impartial hand. 

Like shapes which in the embers fade and glow, 

Like toppling towers seen amid the clouds, 

Or forms of mist that move before the dawn, 

The last, the faintest of the Fates appeared. 

Eternal as the youth which bursts the buds 

And ancient as the frost which binds the streams. 

Stem beyond sternness, cold, impassive, pale 

As the inevitable glaciers are 

In their slow march; the scissors of Decay 

And Death she holds, and cuts the thread of Life. 

When he had gazed xmtil his eyes grew dim 
Thrice Orpheus sought to strike his silent lyre 
And thrice he tried to speak and made no sound; 
But while he stood in palsied impotence. 
Striving in vain to shape into a prayer 
His passionate longing for Eurydice, 
The silence seemed to swell into a sound 
As if his inmost thought had found a tongue 
And whispered to his soul. The voice began: 

"Child of the race of man who dost presume 

To match thy dream against the Eternal Powers, 

Thou who would'st snatch a bubble from the brink 

Of the vast ocean of Eternity, 

Tis well for thee that of the universe 

Thou art a part and parcel, else thy pride 

Should taste full soon our scorn; but since thy will, 
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Though but a mote within the beam of Truth, 

Reflects the light of Immortality, 

Know thou shalt have thy wish if thou be true. 

Retrace thy steps, back to thy world ascend, 

And that embodiment of thy desire. 

The comrade of thy soul, shall follow thee. 

But see thou falter not nor look behind! 

Who on the promise of the Gods relies 

No doubt must know nor shadow of a fear." 

As when the legions of the tempest scale 
The heights of air and storm the wintry moon, 
Extinguishing her light which filled the sky, 
So fell the uplifted curtains of the night 
And blotted out the vision of the Fates. 
Then with the voice still ringing in his soul. 
Like after-images which cheat the brain. 
Back Orpheus stimibled toward the upper world. 
Through many a desperate gorge and grim ravine. 
O'er crtunbling ledges rimming the abyss. 
By many a tufted swamp and mottled pool 
That checked his laboring speed, he made his way. 
And now dim fears and shadowy questionings 
Assailed him and pursued him as he climbed. 
Like haggard presences which in a dream 
The sleeper feels yet sees not at his side; 
And one more potent than the rest appeared 
Which to his footsteps clung and, swift or slow. 
Glided beside him ever at his flank; 
With efiBuence to his ear inaudible 
It stirred the waves of thought within his brain: 
** Man is alone, he lives and dies alone; 
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The dark, mysterious Powers of the world 

Which drive the constellations through the night 

Reck not of him, nor change their fatal course, 

Nor their relentless doom, at his demand. 

They dwell supreme beyond the reach of thought, 

Unbending as the ancient vault of heaven. 

Immutable, eternal and unknown. 

Man is the plaything of the Universe, 

A thistle seed upon the winds of Time; 

Death is the lock to which there is no key. 

The soul which once has shut the gates of Life 

Is barred forever and returns no more. *' 

Meanwhile with throbbing pulse and brain distraught, 

Striving in vain to quell the fiend of Doubt, 

Near to the gates of Hell had Orpheus come; 

And lo ! beyond the portals of Despair, 

Upon the threshold of the realm of Night, 

There trembled dim the phantom of the day 

Like, the pale watchfires which in dismal swamps 

Are kindled by some spectral sentinel. 

Lost outpost of the armies of the dead. 

More swiftly still he sped, but in his brain 

More swiftly still the doubting billows surged: 

*' A moment more and thou shalt step again 

Into the world of sunshine and of air 

Where the birds dip their wings in the glad streams 

And the leaves dance, but thou shalt stand alone! 

The promise of the Fates is but a dream, 

A tissue of the mind, a fantasy; 

Eurydice is lost, her soul has fled 

And is extinguished in the Infinite; 

Look thou behind, no form shalt thou behold!" 
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Stung by the impulse of his wild desire, 
As one who treads upon a serpent coiled, 
Then Orpheus turned, and almost in his arms 
Beheld his dream, beheld Eurydice; 
Not the pale phantom of another world, 
But living, breathing, warm, voluptuous. 
Tender and gentle as when hand in hand 
They watched the sunbeam climb the vesper hill 
And saw the clouds change in the amber light; 
With all the impassioned beauty of her form, 
With all the fire of love within her eyes, 
With outstretched hands imploring one caress, 
She flashed before his vision and was gone. 

Tears are there of the spirit which transcend 
The limits of our sense, and in the soul 
There is a grief which only gods may sing. 
Slowly as one who bears the weight of age, 
With lyre unstrung and broken like his hope, 
Alone he stepped into the glare of day. 
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AT THE TEMPLE GATE 

WHY should the parched, the burning spirit 
shrink 
From the cool draught of old Oblivion's stream? 
Why linger, why hold back upon the brink? 
Why fear to close the tumult of its dream? 
Is there no quiet in the quiet tomb, 
No ultimate repose? Or do we deem 
Ourselves so sure of that eternal peace 
That we are still content to bear the doom 
Of effort, knowing that the toil shall cease, 
And feigning Grief for Pleasure to redeem? 

Much have we striven with resounding creeds 
To frame another world wherein the mind 
May reap the promise of unfinished deeds. 
And on religions soft have long reclined 
Cushioned upon our hopes. For our delight 
What gentle gods have been to death consigned! 
What martyrs testify to our despair! 
What heavens have offered us their crowns of light ! 
What flaming hells have others had to bear! 
What phantasms of the Past have we enshrined! 

Lo! on the plain of the receding years 
Temple on temple crumbles into dust. 
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A molding here, a shattered plinth appears, 
A ruined column sinks beneath the crust. 
The altar stained with many a pious crime. 
The pavement worn by the Forgotten Just, 

I Thick brambles hide and ivy wreathes .them round. 

* The sunken steps no weary pilgrims cUmb, 
The sculptured gods lie broken on the ground, 
The honored bones are lifted on the gust. 

In vain we rear, in vain we build again. 

Now with new-quarried stones, now with the old. 

In vain we kneel repentant and in vain 

Our lips are moved, our soothing beads are told. 

Bewildered Reason stammers at her prayer, 

Faith grows accustomed and her zeal is cold. 

One after one the organ pipes decay. 

The crockets splinter in the frosty air, 

The painted walls are dimmed with lichens gray, 

The once inspired bells remain untolled. 

Some secret voice forever haunts the soul. 
Some echo from beyond the world's domain 
Forever whispers of some further goal. 
But as the sower flings his golden grain 
On the dim hill, although to-morrow's sun 
Must bring the same return of toil and pain. 
So in otir twilight years, loath to depart, 
We tread the furrow till the day is done 
And check the cry which trembles in the heart: 
"The uncompleted task must still remain." 
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CANOE SONG 

OUR life is but a flowing stream 
Of sorrow and of laughter, 
Swift glides our boat upon the stream 
That leads to the Hereafter. 

Now with a light and joyous song 
We make our paddle quiver, 

And urge our dancing craft along 
Upon the sluggish river; 

And now amid the dashing spray, 
The rapid's white commotion, 

With muscles tense we pick our way 
And fain would check our motion. 

Now broader sweeps the stream along, 
The whip-poor-wills are calling, 

The ploughman sings his evening song. 
The twilight mists are falling; 

And now we hear the billows break 
In deep, mysterious laughter. 

The timeless wind is on our cheek 
Which blows from the Hereafter. 
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THE SHADOWS 

THE spirit of Life I find 
In the grass and the flowers of the meadows, 
In the trees that sing to the wind, 
But most of all in the shadows. 

For the star-flowers fade from the heath 
And the weeds and the grasses wither, 

And their crumbling forms on the breath 
Of the winds float hither and thither. 

And the trees that tower in air 

By the bolt and the blast are shattered, 

And their trunks are riven and bare 
And their branches and leaves are scattered. 

But the shadows like palmers creep 

O'er the plain to the misty border, 
To the towers of Dream and Sleep 

Where the Twilight stands as warder. 

Ah ! who shall tell of their flight ^ 
When the dusk descends on the meadow? 

They are one with the soul of Night, 
With the vast, the eternal Shadow! 
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SPIRIT VOICES 

OUIET are the banks and quiet all the silent 
stream, 
Golden glide the waters and the wandering vapors 

glow, 
Slowly from the cedars slips the sun's departing gleam 
And the voices of the spirit whisper low. 

Voices of forgotten dreams which gather to the brain, 
High resolves and cloudy hopes that perish like the 

day. 
Old familiar voices from the Shadow's dim domain 
Where the tumult which is life has died away. 

Fainter in* the fading West the smouldering glories 

bum, 
Darker grows the valley and the mist is on the hill. 
One by one the keener stars like sentinels return 
And the voices of the spirit whisper still. 

Voices of the years departed, voices of despair. 
Voices of the morning woods that trembled with 

delight. 
Voices, mufiBed voices, from the Future's realm of air 
And an echo from the worlds beyond the night. 

Quiet are the banks and quiet all the silent stream, 
Folded are the flowers and the reeds their counsel keep. 
All the plain is patterned with the moon's uncertain 
beam, 
All the storms of life are lost in sleep. 
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THE SHEEP 

WHEN from the magic hills beyond the plain 
The sun transmutes the clouds and bids them 
shine as gold, 
In single file the tranquil sheep regain 
The shelter of the fold. 

No care-wrought dream their quiet sleep awaits, 
Time-free, they do not weigh this hour against the 
last, 

Nor longing gaze through those forbidden gates — ' 
The Future and the Past, 

Strange is the soul of man which begs surcease 

Of toil and sorrow on the world's dim-lighted plain, 

Yet would not barter for their vacant peace 
His pilgrimage of pain. 
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IMPERATOR 

SAY, Silver Sage whose hollow eyes 
Look deep into the past, 
What wrack of Nature round us lies? 
What cataclysm vast 

So shook this shoulder of the plain, 
Where full of awe we climb, 

That even now the scars remain 
Of that forgotten time? 



! "No work of Nature'* do I hear? 

! Then truly, Gentle Sage, 



Some mighty race hath labored here 
From age to weary age; 

Some elder race of Titan birth. 

Of hands forever brown. 
That drave its mattocks in the earth 

To ptill the mountain down. 

Then answered me the sage and lo! 

His eye was full of light: 
"Caesar, two thousand years ago, 

Encamped here for the night." 
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THE ST. BERNARD 

BETWEEN the vales of Dora and of Arve, 
^ On the deep-frozen Alps, the winds that can^e 
And stratify the snow hung whispering round 
The crags that shook with unaccustomed sound 
Where lo! the Consul stood with kindling eye 
And watched his troops descend on Italy. 

Over the pass, horses and men they streamed, 
Caisson and cannon, and their scabbards gleamed 
In the declining sun. Now with the snow 
Clogging their steps they struggled, or with slow 
And cautious tread skirted the frozen ledge. 
Now clamored round some overladen sledge 
Whose balking teams stood shivering with fear; 
And now with banners high and ringing cheer 
Onward they swept beneath those falcon eyes 
That seemed but made to gaze on victories. 

Over the pass, horses and men they streamed, 
And as they tumbled by the Consul dreamed, 
And like a mist there rose before his brain 
The golden mirage of Marengo's plain; 
A single blow, and Austria forced to kneel 
Prostrate and crushed beneath his iron heel. 
And then — ^Ah! who shall say what forms of fire 
Rose at the bidding of his soul's desire! 
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Phantoms of empire topped with crowns of gold, 
And iron sceptres which no hand could hold 
Save his alone, the power of whose thought 
Was boundless as the glory which he sought, 
Floated before his vision while he drank 
Ambition's proffered cup, as rank on rank 
Over the gleaming pass against the sky 
He watched his troops descend on Italy. 

And now uprose the dusk, and lo! a change 
Swept o'er the mountains shadowy and strange. 
For where a moment since before his sight 
The muskets glinted in the fading light 
In long-forgotten Punic legions massed 
There marched a spectral army of the Past 
That shook the twilight with the flash of spears. 
And bursting through the vapor of the years. 
With burning eye and aspect of command. 
Urging the march, a phantom seemed to stand 
Wrapt in a dream of glory and of hate — 
While Zama waited in the hand of Fate! 
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SONNET 

THE MARCH OF MAN 

STILL must we struggle in the surging throng 
And with alternate sandals smite the plain; 
Back our regretful glances turn in vain 
As the world's millions elbow us along. 
Crushing the timid, trampled by the strong, 
Strutting in glory, writhing in our pain, 
Shouting with fury, silent with disdain, 
Crying for justice, tolerant of wrong. 
Urging our hope to comfort our despair. 
Onward we plunge through forest, swamp and brake. 
On through the flanking lines of crime and care 
With phantom horrors marshaled in our wake. 
On toward the magic mountains of the air 
On whose far peaks some tardy dawn may break. 
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SONNET 

IN THE NEW SACRISTY OF SAN LORENZO 

" 'T'HE Night thou dost so gently sleeping see 

1 Was by an Angel from this stone decreed 
And, in that sleep is life, she lives indeed; 
Call if thou doubt and she will speak to thee." 
"To sleep is sweet, but sweeter still to be 
Of marble framed. While woe and shame succeed 
'Tis well of sight and hearing to be freed. 
So wake me not but pass me silently." 
Thus did they write of thee, beloved Night, 
Long, long ago and thou art sleeping still 
While the slow sands of sorrow take their flight 
One after one Time's giant gla^s to fill. 
Yet must thou wait for some serener light 
To break thy slumber and thy dream fulfill. 



47 



TO JEANNE 
(After re-reading her letters) 

LETTERS of yesteryear, shadows of things 
Once in thy presence felt, once living dreams! 
Lo! as I read them o'er the Present seems 
To vanish like a mist on the wind's wings, 
And such a tumult stirs my spirit's springs 
At the wild breath of love which from them streams 
That tear on tear upon my lashes gleams — 
Impassioned drops which hopeless sorrow brings. 

Child of Provence ! Thou dreamer of a dream ! 

Thou didst imagine it was love of me 

That like a storm did through thy being sweep; 

Not knowing it was some diviner theme 

Which we are forced to love eternally, 

Love and not understand and wait and weep. 
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THE VOYAGE ETERNAL 

MY spirit is a bark that spread her sail 
In some forgotten harbor long ago, 
Freighted with dreams; and still the waters flow 
And struggle in her wake and on the gale 
Mysterious voices mock the helmsman's hail. 
Ever the muffled clouds like palmers go 
Over the verge and in procession slow 
The pilot stars repeat their ancient tale. 
How oft shall dim Thuban resume command, 
How far Arcturus on his course be hurled, 
Ere some remote and undiscovered land, 
Some harbor-mouth of a serener world. 
Shall quench the anchor in its golden sand, 
The helm released, the sails forever furled? 
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UNQUIET World, of Force and Fraud begot! 
My heart doth shrink from thee and thy cold 
fears, 
Thy deserts crusted with the salt of tears, 
Thy cloudy hopes, thy promises forgot ! 
Full well I know that thou hast many a spot 
Hallowed by Love, where the unwilling years 
Tread lightly and the winds their viewless spears 
Suspended hold, and yet I love thee not. 

For thou art not the Kingdom of the Soul, 

The Ultimate Land, toward which our spirits fare, 

Where Sorrow's wings shall be forever furled. 

We are but wanderers who pay the toll 

Upon thine ancient highway of despair 

Which leads us on toward some remoter world. 
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THE OWL 



I COME from the darkened halls, 
From the crypts and the vaults of night, 
And wing my way at the dose of day 
By the moonbeams' feathery light. 



I come when the tree-toad mourns 

And the reeds sing soft and low 
To the frogs' deep bass from the marshy place 

Where the water lilies grow. 

I visit the paths of men 

But their cities and towns I shun, 
For they flame and flare with the restless glare 

Which they strip from the burning sun. 

I flit by their camps in the North 
When their fires of birch are bright 

And the marshaled lines of the sombre pines 
Keep step to the wavering light. 

I perch on the ponderous stones 
Which they lay on their voiceless dead, 

By the crumbling walls and the roofless halls 
Where the slippered echoes tread. 
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I know not the hate of life, 
The fever, the throb, the thrill. 

For when I come the fife and dnun 
And warriors all are still. 

My world is the gentle world, 
The world where the shadows reign. 

And Repose and Sleep their vigil keep 
At the tent of the dreaming plain. 

For I come from the darkened halls. 
From the crypts and the vaults of night, 

And wing my way at the close of day 
By the moonbeam's feathery light. 
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TO THE DEERSLAYER 

FORSAKING for the lake the sheltered glade, 
After the quivering heat, the somnolence of 
noon, 
In the clear splendor of the afternoon 
He wandered unafraid. 

His mate beside him moved and one young fawn, 
Frail creature of delight to whom the world of things 
Seemed all ethereal, Hke a sound of wings 
Or the first thrill of dawn. 

So quiet breathed the evening's harmony, 
Upon th* imprinted sands so soft the ripples fell, 
The wind so faintly tinkled in the dell, 
Fear seemed a mockery. 

And he forgot the old inquietude, 
The tremulous distrust that shakes the timid heart 
And makes the straining ear in terror start 
Even in solitude. 

All seemed so calm, so gentle, so serene. 
The solitary loon so lightly seemed to swim. 
He could not deem the world was still so grim 
As it has ever been. 
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He could not know that n:ian must show his power 
Not by command of self, by conquest of the soul, 
But by a vain appearance of control 

Which passes with the hour. 

Perverted ruler of this moving shore! 

Why must it ever be thy pleasure to destroy 

Some fellow-sharer in that mystic joy 

Which thou canst not restore? 

When wilt thou turn upon the world of strife 
A less tmfeeling eye and breathe a purer breath? 
When wilt thou change thy brotherhood of death 
For brotherhood of life? 
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EVOCATION 

THE Evening Star, the Evening Star! 
There is a magic in the words, 
A vision of returning herds 
That thread the twilight from afar; 

A vision of the wood, the stream. 
The elfin builders of the mist 
That in the vales of amethyst 

Uprear the fabric of a dream; 

A vision of the abandoned plow, 
The fading plain, the shadowy mill, 
One window flashing from the hill 

And wings that flutter on the bough; 

Soft sounds that tremble from afar. 
The bell, the hjnnn, the drowsy cart, 
A nameless longing in the heart; 

And over all the Evening Star. 
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TO J 

WHEN over the mountains 
A glory had come 
And the prow of our vessel 

Was pointed for home, 
When the steel of our wake 

Cut the gold of the sea 
Like the sword of an angel, 
My thoughts were of thee. 

When rocked by our billows 

The bell-buoy swung 
And spoke to the spirit 

With mystical tongue, 
When the birds in the sunset 

Flew joyous and free 
Like the hopes of our childhood, 

My thoughts were of thee. 

When the dreams that are nameless 

Came out of the West 
And tortured to sorrow 

Thy fluttering breast, 
When the steeds of thy vision 

Had torn thee from me. 
In silence and worship 

My thoughts were of thee. 
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TO S 

SWEET comrade of my life, sharer of joys, 
Soother of sorrows and all troublous things, 
Vain are thy wonderings and thy doubtings vain. 
Dost thou imagine that because I lie 
Retired in this cave which is myself. 
Watching the sunlight streaming at its door, 
The webbSd leaves, the vast and stealthy shadows 
Which toward the horizon creep from hill to hill, 
That I perceive thee not nor reck of thee? 
Oft when I seem to be dissolved in thought 
Or to be hanging on the sparrow's song 
I see thee standing dear against the sky 
Searching with wistful eyes the distant fields; 
Or upon propped elbow watch thee fetch 
From the bright mountain spring a draught of life 
For some o'er-parchM flower. Well I know 
That but for thee my cavern in the hill 
Would seem a cr3rpt of death, a sepulchre; 
The wanderers of the sky would storm the sun 
Urging the winds, and from my bleak despair 
I should be driven forth into the night. 
An outcast from all sweet serenity, 
To haunt the dismal rocks, the gray moraines. 
The gaping glaciers, the unpeopled snow. 
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THE SCULPTOR SOUL 

THROUGHOUT otar stormy Kves, in woe or weal, 
In spite of otar control, whate'er we tliink and 

do, 
We must perforce the inner self reveal 

And show the spirit through. 

Even the very smile by which we seek 

To mask the darker thought and cloak the plotting 

soul 
Becomes the cunning stylus of the cheek 

And turns it to a scroll. 

Our thoughts are chisels and the laboring years 
Make use of them in turn and leave as they depart 
The true summation of our hopes and fears. 

The record of the heart. 

No doubt in all amid the many scars, 

The wrinkles and the lines which tell of our despair, 

Some primal vision of the spirit stars 

Must leave its traces there; 

But they are few who on the flowered bier, 
When in the silent church the final tapers shine, 
Can show the image of a soul sincere, 

A glimpse of the divine. 
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MY GOOD DOG GUY 

SLOW fall the quiet needles of the pines, 
Through which the wind whispers its prophecies 
Or murmurs low its monody of things 
Forgotten; shadows fall like memories 
Across the bench, round which the ivy clings. 
Concealing its decay. The sun declines, 
Flecking the trees with crimson and old gold. 
Distorted leaves fast crumbling into mold. 
Fringe of the faded robes of the dead years, 
Shroud in their sable ruin at my feet 
A slab of granite old, where yet appears 
One character scarce legible, to greet 
And hold the roving eye. Unconsciously 
I scrape the stone half sunk beneath the tread 
Of the departed hours and reveal 
Its chiseled surface, till at last I read 
The fading epitaph: "My Good Dog Guy." 

"My Good Dog Guy** no more, and yet I feel 
More strangely moved than when the pomp of death 
Rolls to the churchyard on the quiet hill. 
Man's life is freighted with a sense of power 
Which commands tribute, and our sons fulfill 
The ancestral mission, but there lies beneath 
This stone a being of a race obscure 
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For whom no bell rebiikes the ultimate hour, 
For whom no mourners wear the mask of sorrow. 
"Only the godlike souls of men endure, 
Earning by service, tolerance, and love 
A well deserved and measureless to-morrow. " 
So chants the priest, and our pale lips approve. 

Strange that the virtues which can make for truth 

In us whose opportunities are wide 

Should by the Eternal Justice be denied 

Reward in those whose faculties tmcouth 

Yet grope amid the darkness; stranger still 

That in a world where nothing perishes, 

Where death is but mutation, man should be 

Alone uplifted on the giant rim 

Of patient evolution to fulfill 

Earth's destiny ; frail phantom of an hour, 

Imponderable man yet cherishes 

A hope that truth may vibrate but for him 

Through the clear ether of eternity. 

All things which live reflect the primal power. 
That power by which the cosmic dust is whirled 
In rings of fire, and for a moment lie 
In that oasis of self-conscious dream 
Which makes the passing hour eternal seem, 
Sequestered from the dark complexity. 
The vastness and the night which is the world. 
A moment only, for the insatiate past 
Devours all, the master and the hound, 
The faithful eye and the caressing hand. 
Less swiftly fall the petals to the groimd 
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Before the breath of the autumnal blast 

Than fades a memory; naught may withstand 

The law of change, and nothing may remain 

Save the uninterrupted flow of time 

And the recurrent anguish of desire, 

Which guides the revolutions of the sky 

And the remoter systems of the soul. 

Who then that cherishes a hope sublime 

Of immortality and rest from pain. 

Through service of the spirit, shall deny 

To those who share the elemental fire 

Only in less degree, the final goal! 
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THE FORTRESS ON THE HILL 

THERE sounds in Avignon the hum of men 
And clank of swords that ring upon the stone 
Of Gothic halls where many a merry train 
Of knight and squire, fresh from peril run, 
The hanap drains or strives for tribute won 
From glowing eyes whose glance hath ever told 
More in a flash than thousand words have done; 
For all Provence her treasures hath tmroUed, 
And the pope's palace grim doth gleam with fairy gold. 

It is a proud and spirited array, 
In silk and plume and Youth's illusions dressed, 
That grasps the moments ere they slip away 
Like golden sands from Childhood's fingers pressed; 
Here sings of lover's dream or pilgrim's quest 
The luted troubadour, here hot with wine 
The blustering soldier with Bc3eotian jest 
Thunders of fosse and herse and battle line, 
Of murder, sack and flame and Plunder's stainM 
shrine. 

And all do honor to the chief of all, 
The brave Duguesclin, mighty in command. 
Who flashed his sword on many a battered wall 
To make of France a more united land. 
Until his rough and ill-assorted band 
Through strife with Chandos and his yeomen strong 
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Has grown into an. army fit to stand 

Against Dom Pedro of the cloven tongue 

And ever treacherous heart and spirit steeped in wrong, 

A valiant man is Bertrand and a just 

And merciful, like all of those who climb 

With vision fixed above life's petty dust, 

For gentleness is power grown sublime; 

But of his followers some are dark with crime, 

And such is Milon, Seneschal de Bray, 

Now warder of Saint Andr^ for a time, 

Whose giant towers sinister and gray 

Rise high across the Rhone to block the northern way. 

Apart doth Milon stand amid the rout 

Of powdered mime and velvet cavalier, 

With looks where joy and anger turn about 

In sullen frown and cruel smile appear. 

Now doth he miss his daughter from the cheer 

And chafes at this her strange and sudden whim; 

And now, like mellow music to his ear. 

There tingles in his brain the thought of him. 

The child of hated race, now chained hand and limb. 

For in Saint Andre's fort de Coucy groans, 

Fettered and foul within a dungeon deep. 

While charred and shattered lie the ancient stones 

Of tower and wall and battlemented keep 

Wherein (his father slain) upon the heap 

Of dead he fainting fell, victim of hate 

And wounded vanity that could not sleep 

Until its small malevolence should sate 

Its vengeance and destroy a rival's proud estate. 
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So Milon muses while the festal board 
Rings loud and round him swings the riot dance. 
Here galled Dependence fawns upon its lord. 
Here fair Experience tries to look askance. 
Soft Youth with timid step and covert glance 
To shadowed nook and quiet comer goes 
Behind its fancied curtain of romance; 
Here riper love to dangerous passion grows, 
And Jealousy turns pale and Envy's bosom glows. 



Meantime across the Rhone, whose bridled flow 
Of good Saint Benezet obeys the spell, 
De Coucy lies in fetters but of show, 
For through their links the file hath travelled well. 
So but a touch were needed ere they fell; 
And now he waits for the appointed hotir 
And lets his thoughts on promised freedom dwell, 
On pleasant sun and kindly nodding flower 
And Love's mysterious eyes that hold him in their 
power. 



Anon he threads again the haggard dream: 
His father dying in his flaming hall. 
The rush of desperate men, the flashing gleam 
Of many swords through which he seemed to fall 
Into oblivion till the cruel call 
Of pain awoke him to a captive's doom. 
Round him did life revolve again but all 
Of such remoter stuff as might illume 
That unimagined light which lies beyond the tomb. 
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He recked not of the march that bore him on, 
Nor answered to the taimts of stem de Bray, 
But when his guards had passed through Avignon 
And paused a moment on their dusty way, 
Where the fierce mistral's blast was held at bay 
By the cathedral's bulk and massy frame. 
He raised his eyes and in a window gray 
Beheld a face crowned by that magic flame 
Which love to youthful gaze hath ever made the 
same. 

He marked not if her eyes were dark or blue, 
He saw not if her hair were gold or brown, 
He only noted that her beauty threw 
A sudden luster o'er the somber town. 
For one rapt moment did she not look down 
With almost more than pity in her look 
And on his chains and captors seem to frown? 
Was that a tear that on her lashes shook, 
Or was it but his wish that such sweet semblance 
took? 

And she was gone! but on his inner sight 
She lingered still as when the orbfed sun 
Doth leave an after image of his light. 
Now up the echoing streets their way was won 
To where Saint Andr^ frowned above the Rhone. 
Across the moat they rode with iron dang. 
The great twin towers in the sunlight shone, 
The heavy bolt against the staples rang, 
And the thick-studded gates upon their hinges 
sang. 
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Cold was the dungeon where they bade him rot. 
And stank the air with trampled straw and mold. 
No ray of sun could ever reach the spot. 
So dark it was his eye could scarce behold 
The ponderous door with lock and bar controlled, 
Nor take the measure of his gaoler's face 
When mom and eve his bitter crust was doled. 
So close his chains that he could only pace 
Where pain of other years had left its weary trace. 



There had he withered for as many days 

As seemed so many months, though they were few 

To those who felt the sun's caressing rays, 

When at the 'customed hour toward him drew 

A lighter footfall than the one he knew. 

And the more slowly opened door revealed 

A strange and frailer shadow to his view. 

That bade him guess a woman's form would yield 

Beneath that ample cloak and heavy cowl concealed. 



His pitcher filled, his scanty loaf renewed. 
With finger on the lip and stooping low 
Close to his ear she spoke with voice subdued : 
** Who sent me here thou needest not to know. 
Take this but use it so it may not show 
(And here within his hand she placed the file), 
To-night will I return and thou shalt go. " 
She turned and listened at the door awhile 
Then, ere he dared to speak, she vanished like a 
smile. 
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Thus runs de Coucy's memory o'er the past 
And on the future builds that airy dream 
Which Love and Youth will fashion to the last, 
The while he waits upon Time's slackened stream. 
Now doubting Reason weaves a sober theme 
Upon the warp of Sorrow and of Gloom 
Till even Freedom's self doth somber seem; 
And now his buoyant wishes seize the loom 
And let complacent Hope her sanguine threads 
resume. 

He waits and dreams while in her palace gray 
Sits Milon's daughter with tumultuous heart 
And wonders if her love will find the way 
To that fair haven marked on Fancy's chart. 
For Love on her hath used his subtlest art 
And all her being trembles with his fire, 
Until she quite forgets a daughter's part 
And cannot brook the vision of her sire, 
Whose fierce and treacherous soul she never could 
admire. 

Upon an ivory whistle doth she blow, 
That brings Smeralda quickly to her room. 
The hour has come; she takes her jewels now 
And the maid's cowl and mantle doth assume. 
The dear-bought keys (perhaps the gaoler's doom) 
TrembUng she grasps, and now, with moistened eye 
And last farewell slips out into the gloom. 
Resolved to test his love and then to fly. 
Or with a broken heart return, perchance to die. 
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Hark! on the stones that lighter step again! 

Again that feebler thrust upon the door! 

She comes! with but a boimd he bursts his chain 

And follows softly down the corridor. 

Up winding stairs they grope and more and more 

Gate after gate with caution she tmbars; 

A dripping passage with unpaven floor, 

One final wicket that reluctant jars, 

And lo! on the dim hill they stand beneath the stars! 



Swiftly towards the river they descend 

Nor will she listen to his pleading low 

But bids him wait until the danger end 

Before she tells him what he longs to know. 

Along the bank with stifled tread they go 

To where a boat lies waiting on the shore, 

Upon whose strip of sand the ripples flow, 

Equipped with padded thole and muffled oar 

And freighted well with arms and food in goodly store 



And now at last as by the boat they stand 
She tells him who hath sent her to his side 
And armed with power her obedient hand. 
*Tis Milon's daughter whom she serves with pride, 
She whose soft eyes his wretchedness espied 
What time he stopped by the cathedral tower. 
And whose sweet mercy will not be denied 
Until she free him from her father's power 
As she must others save though he should storm and 
lower. 
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Alas! is pity all! can Love mistake 
The glance that gave him birth?" De Coucy stands 
With chin upon his breast and will not take 
The proffered oar but moans with claspfed hands: 
"What but the hope of love my life commands? 
My spirit shorn of that can only mourn 
O'er halls that now are tombs and wasted lands. 
Rather return lest she be made forlorn 
When Milon finds his cell all empty on the mom. " 



Thus weeping doth he speak and will not stay 
But slowly toward the hill doth turn to go, 
When, springing suddenly to bar his way. 
Backward she flings her cloak and cowl and lo! 
*Tis Milon's daughter stands before him so 
With answering eyes in which his own may read 
All that his heart and soul could wish to know. 
No further urging doth his spirit need. 
Swift from the shore they glide and down the river 
speed. 



Six centuries ago these lovers sped 
With beating hearts adown the shadowy Rhone; 
Six hundred years have passed with heavy tread 
And shattered lies Saint Benezet's bridge of stone. 
Dark are the halls where once the torches shone 
In the deserted palace bare and chill. 
The sentinel shadows of the moon alone 
Now guard Saint Andre's fortress on the hill; 
The ancient echoes sleep and all the stream is still. 
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THE DREAMER 

THERE is an ancient Dreamer 
Who sleeps in the Unknown; 
Around him in the ether 
The golden stars are blown. 

The Heavens are his pillow, 
His mantle is the Night; 

He dreams away the ages 
While waiting for the light. 

His dreams are Love and Wisdom 
And Tolerance and Truth, 

Serenity and Beauty 
And Gentleness and Youth. 

They gather closely round him 

Until he seems to see 
In their prophetic splendor 

The light that is to be. 

But there are darker visions 
That sweep into his brain: 

Decay and Death and Hatred 
And Violence and Pain; 
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And we the dancing shadows, 
The echoes of the dream, 

The unremembered bubbles 
That burst upon the stream; 

Light as the foam that quivers 

Upon the shifting shore, 
Where wave on wave must crumble 

Till Time shall be no more; 

Till on the mjrstic Cosmos 
The final dawn shall break 

And starting from his slumber 
The Dreamer ^hall awake. 



74 



TO J 

I LOVE thee not for what thou art, 
Though thou art fair to see, 
But for thy soul's diviner part 
That whispers to the gentle heart 
Of what thou art to be. 

That whispers of the hopes and fears 

Of unremembered lives 
Whose sorrows have endowed thy tears 
With something deeper than the years 
Whose memory survives. 

That whispers of the years to come. 

However far away. 
When we shall turn our faces home 
Beneath the ever cloudless dome 

Of some serener day. 

For even as boatmen on the stream 

When the dim shadows fly 
And the obscuring vapors seem 
To fold them in a world of dream 
Each to the other cry, 

So through the mist of care and grief 

That ever deeper falls, 
Bewildered by the cloudy strife 
Upon the darkening stream of life. 

Spirit to spirit calls. 
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MY slumbrous thought that cannot find a tongue, 
Amid these bournes of Man's mortality, 
Suspended hangs while many a dirge unsung 
Throbs at my heart; the cold sodality 
Of those who dwell in silence beckons me 
And makes the vital world but shadow seem; 
In vain the squirrel chatters from the tree. 
In vain the rushes whisper by the stream, 
Here where each block of stone marks an imfinished 
dream. 

Where are the leaders of the World of Things 

Whom Yesterday adored! their altars now 

Are splintered and the wandering ivy clings 

Around them; in the colorless Below 

There is no motion, save the obtrusion slow 

Of fibrous roots which feed on their decay; 

Unseen by them the shadows come and go 

Upon the dial, and the twilight gray 

Blots from the gnomon's scroll the record of the day. 

Aye, where are they! and where are those to be, 
Toward whom To-morrow looks with smile benign, 
For whom the Hours weave their tapestry 
Of shining deeds and broideries divine! 
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In what dim comer of the vast design 
Do they await the reveille of birth, 
The call to arms and the embattled line? 
Are they too fettered by a clod of earth 
Or do they ride the winds that measure the world's 
girth? 

No answer comes, my spirit ever feeds 

Upon its thoughts, even as Saturn old 

Upon his children, and unheeded pleads 

With the Unknown its secrets to unfold; 

The shrunken leaves, half crumbled into mold. 

Now seem to breathe Annihilation's breath. 

And now from every petal-cup of gold 

There pours a fragrance of immortal faith 

In life and light and joy beyond the reach of death. 
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THE MAN-GOD 

WHEN sinks the sun athwart the piirple rift 
Of vapors, and the clouds smile in the after- 
glow — 
Bright mountains of the spirit which upUft 
Their never-trodden snow; 

When all the world of man grows faint and dim. 
And all the sounds of strife subside as in a dream, 
While slipping from the earth's descending rim 
The stars begin to gleam; 

A measiu-eless desire grips the sotil. 
Urges the flagging heart and bums our being's core, 
To burst the shackles of the world's control 
And be its slave no more. 

To slip from evolution's ceaseless strife, 
Where step by step we plod upon the road of pain 
And shun the shadowy wilderness of life 
And death's uncertain plain. 

We breathe the breath of unremembered kings, 
Our bodies are the dust of empires swept away, 
From all the centuries unntmibered springs 
Our momentary clay. 
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From form to form the spirit bids us climb, 
Through rotmd on round of strife, of sorrow, and of 

sleep, 
As up the valley of forgotten time 
Insensibly we creep. 

Slowly, how slowly! From the primal shape. 
The sentient tube, the fish that darts on glassy fin. 
The lizard, the keen fox, the hound, the ape. 
Slowly our way we win. 

From ape to savage man another stride. 
And then the shepherd, and at last the man of toil. 
The hand that strips the mountains of their pride. 
The master of the soil; 

The artisan of cities and of dreams. 
The architect of tombs that last from age to age; 
The hamesser of winds, of clouds, of streams, 
The ruler and the sage. 

Proud in our strength our empire we survey, 
Fondly our arts rehearse, oiu* sciences repeat; 
Pleased with the tingle of our turgid clay. 
And deem the task complete; 

While fire and sword make nature desolate, 
And greed and lust and fear distort the gentler will. 
And dull indifference and envious hate 
Cling to our spirit still; 
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While, drugged with cruelty, the thoughtless mind 
Tramples the kindred forms from which its course 

began, 
Each with an axiom to its doom consigned: 
"Nature was made for man." 

The creatures of the forest and the field. 
The skimmers of the air, the cleavers of the deep. 
The patient ox that makes the furrow yield, 
The unimpassioned sheep, 

For whom the road of evolution lies 
So long, so dreary, where already man has trod. 
Look up to him with timid, anxious eyes 
And fancy him a god. 

Cruel is their awakening if they deem 
That godship harbors love or help or sympathy. 
The sharpened knife shall rouse them from their 
dream 

With one despairing cry. 

Grim is the gulf from which the Present springs, 
Far in the future lie the Mountains of the Light, 
Dark are the shadows of the World of Things, 
Darker the Spirit's night. 

Yet, deep within our souls there lies a dream 
Which brings its own fulfillment, and that Power vast 
Which shaped us to the universal scheme 
Shall guide us to the last. 
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We are not that alone which now we are, 
But that we are to be; into the sky of Time, 
Above the verge of Night, our being's star 
Has scarce begun to climb. 
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THE mystic syllables of conjuring streams 
With ever rh3rthmic sorcery of sound 
Had bound the forest in a ring of dreams 
And turned its coverts to enchanted ground. 
The windless stminiits of the pines were crowned 
With such a light as if the day's warm heart 
Had 3delded to the magic charm around 
Till motionless he stood with lips apart, 
Enraptured and entranced, unable to depart. 

There where the elfin forest of the moss 
Sheltered its miniature and mimic world 
They sat and watched the busy squirrel cross 
From bough to bough with twitching plume unfurled. 
Tender their thoughts were as the leaflet curled. 
For theirs was still the time when passion's stream 
Runs limpid, ere the thwarting rocks have swirled 
Its deepened waters. In the witching gleam 
Still dreaming did they love nor knew their love a 
dream. 

That ancient sacrament of Nature's own, 
By which the flesh and spirit when combined 
Grow each more potent, was as yet unknown 
To their still veiled thought. They felt inclined 
Only to reverie such as when the mind 
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Adown some reeded stream doth idly stray 

Adrift before the light and aimless wind, 

And as the water-lilies nod and sway 

Doth ever mean to pluck yet lets them slip away. 



They spoke not, for the world-worn speech of men 

Had sounded harsh amid the majesty 

Of the quiet pines; yet ever and again 

Their linkM hands with subtle alchemy 

Transmuted thought to feeling. The clear sky, 

The leaf-shadows and the bluebird's painted wings 

Moved like a pageant to their inner eye, 

For all the outer universe of things 

Seemed but a flowing stream fed by the spirit's springs. 

Till suddenly there ran along the trees 

A tremulous hush, and every leaf was stirred 

As by the pulse of distant harmonies 

Too faint for mortal sense. The mating bird 

Paused in his amorous song, and now unheard 

They felt the presence of the solitude, 

The undistinguishable murmur blurred 

Of all the unseen people of the wood 

Which on the accustomed ear doth fall like quietude. 

As when the speeding messengers of sound 
Outrun the impulse of the distant bell 
And to the waveless air that deepens round 
Impart a shadowy and secret spell. 
So as they closer shrank upon them fell 
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The prescience of a sound. The expectant will. 
Straining for tones as yet inaudible, 
Leaned from its seat of thought with such a thrill 
As made their bosoms heave until their hearts stood 
still. 

There is a music of another sphere 

Heard by the soul in dreams, which falls in vain 

On the dtdl fibers of the mortal ear 

Tuned to the weary monody of pain. 

A chord too pure for the awakened brain 

To mimic on the harp of memory, 

When the reluctant spirit turns again 

From that ethereal cadence clear and free 

To this distracted tune we call Reality. 

Such was the music which began to pour 
Its airy waters through the breathless glade. 
Now in soft ripples tinkling on the shore. 
And now in flashing melodies that made 
The oak leaves tremble in the netted shade. 
Now like a horn it echoed thin and clear, 
And now to such a murmur did it fade 
As when sad Autumn treads the thicket sere 
And plucks his muted strings to mourn the waning 
year. 

And now the pipers came, the dancing fauns. 
And satyrs all uncouth of legends old, 
Whose charmM reeds upon Trinacrian lawns 
Had flattered Saturn in the Age of Gold. 
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Fantastic shapes of Nature's early mold 

Before she smoothed it to the form of man, 

When nearer to her heart she seemed to hold 

Her vision, and her dreams in riot ran 

Ere yet her mighty thought had dwindled to a plan. 

Tumultuous did they come in frolic mood 
With ivy and myrtle crowned and poppy flowers, 
Flinging in joyous revel through the wood 
With senses free and lighter hearts than ours, 
Which dare not listen to the inviting hoiu-s 
Nor give themselves to Freedom's careless band. 
Because of something which the Unknown Powers 
Have laid upon the soul, some dim command 
Which it must still obey yet cannot understand. 

Onward to where the lovers sat they came. 
But saw them not or seemM not to see, 
Like eager Childhood fixed upon his game 
So that naught else doth seem to him to be. 
Then ceased their music and high revelry, 
While in a ring they gathered and did wait 
As for the coming of a mystery. 
So stands the tattered urchin at the gate 
Through which the prince's bride shall drive in golden 
state. 

And now he came, the god of nameless fears 
Which overwhelm the mind, whose brow had seen 
The harvests of the unutterable years 
Yet bore no impress of their harrow keen. 
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Large was his gesture and his smile serene 
As the rock-sheltered tarn, and all his form, 
Though rough and rugged as some wild ravine. 
Breathed of that milder power which can transform 
Into a shimmering peace the tumult of the storm. 



Into the waiting circle did he stride 

With friendly countenance and greeting bland. 

As if a gentle king should lay aside 

His awesome crown and symbols of command. 

Then as they gathered roimd him hand in hand 

He spoke, with such a voice as when the sea 

Fans its warm waves upon the hardened sand 

Then backward draws their circles languidly 

And smiles at its own thought which is eternity : 



"I am the spirit of the streams and hills, 
Mountains and forests, and all living things 
That haunt the caves or sparkle in the rills ' 
Or cleave the quivering air on flashing wings. 
And even the Promethean fire, which brings 
That spark to man which is the gift of pain, 
Robs me not wholly of liis inner springs. 
For what is elemental must remain 
Forever linked and bound in life's eternal chain. 



** Oft has the shepherd started from his dream 
And thought strange thoughts upon the twilight hill 
When I have piped beside the withered stream 
And waked the echoes of the abandoned mill. 
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And oft before the lark begins his trill 

The ploughman, musing on his harvest yield, 

Has stood bewildered with unwonted thrill 

To see, as in a magic glass revealed. 

Where late his acres stretched, an unfamiliar field. 

"Into the temple of this ancient grove 
Two wanderers from the world, two thistle seeds, 
Wafted upon the languorous wind of love, 
Have drifted, and have heard our sacred reeds. 
Older am I than man's conflicting creeds, 
And they must worship at my mossy shrine. 
But woe to them if e'er their spirit heeds 
The whisper of the world. This power of mine 
Doth scourge the doubting soul that deems it not 
divine. 

"Now onward! Let the forest's waiting ears 
Tremble to hear our sweetest measures sung 
As on Mount Ida in the vanished years 
When hearts were simple and the earth was young; 
When on the vine a richer purple hung, 
And lovelier flowers wantoned with the bees 
And to the air their utter fragrance flung. 
While laughing dryads peeping from their trees 
Blushed as they saw us pass and whispered to the 
breeze. " 

He ceased, and Uke a flood of children poured 
From the close prison of the master's door, 
That ttmibles madly on the sloping sward 
And shouts the freedom they have waited for, 
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The fauns and satyrs dandng as before 
Piped through the forest on their joyous way 
And left upon its green and tufted floor 
The smiling print of hoofs that learned to play 
Before the birth of pain and sorrow and decay. 

Thus while the lovers listened did they go 
And once again their music from afar 
Took on a mystic tone that seemed to flow 
Like summer ripples plashing on the bar 
Which fret the shells and lap the smoothM spar, 
Now in a cradle song and now a dirge, 
Until ethereal, pure, as if a star 
Should find a voice the flagging sotil to urge, 
It trembled and was lost upon the forest verge. 

Long did they listen till the silence died 

Into the hum of forest life again. 

Gazing upon each other lustrous-eyed, 

Children in thought no longer. Their domain 

Shrank to a heart-beat and their minds in vain 

Clutched at the ghosts of once familiar things. 

Such joy was theirs as is akin to pain. 

Stirring the spirit to its deepest springs 

While the soft hours sped upon impassioned wings. 

Day was departing and his lingering light 
Out of the pillared pines and cedars made 
Triumphal columns for the march of Night, 
As hand in hand, slow wandering through the glade, 
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Into the deepening dusk the lovers strayed, 

And felt the world upon them like a spell. 

Dim voices whispered as the branches swayed, 

And from afar upon their spirit fell 

Like some forgotten dream the twilight's solemn bell. 
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TO J 

I SAW thee, like to one who takes his way 
By some autumnal lane with heavy tread 
And thoughts of weak resolve and drooping head 
And spirit tuned to the November day, 
Who starting suddenly with vague dismay, 
Fearing some enemy, beholds instead 
A shock of curls in rich profusion spread 
And laughing lips and eyes of purest ray. 
Long may the journey be till eventide, 
More weary still the pilgrim ere the night 
Descends upon the gray waste of the plain, 
But in his heart, forever glorified. 
Radiant with promise of the coming light. 
That vision like a blessing shall remain. 
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THE WORLD 

1AM the World, the Proteus of old, 
My slaves are Fire and Water, Earth and Air, 
Pleasure and Pain, and Rapture and Despair; 
The stooping Years are by my will controlled. 
A magic sceptre in my hand I hold. 
The wand of Life, and as I grasp it there 
The exultant drum beats and the bugles blare, 
Or on the abandoned plain the dead lie cold. 
The unascended mountains of the Moon 
Are mine, and the remote, unnumbered stars 
Whose primal dust is through the ether whirled. 
Empires like leaves before my breath are strewn. 
I guard the key of Power which unbars 
The Universal Gates — I am the World ! 
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THE SPIRIT 

I AM the Soul, the Empress of the Mind ; 
My kingdom lies beyond the World's domain, 
Which by an invisible and secret chain 
Whose links are thoughts is to my throne confined. 
Purer than light, more subtle than the wind, 
Swifter than is the comet's burning train, 
I measure all things and alone remain ; 
Silence and Night lie at my feet reclined. 
Lo! from the torch of elemental fire 

• 

The stars are shaken, and their sparks sublime 
Are driven on the winds of my decree. 
Seated upon the throne of my desire 
I hold within my hand the globe of Time, 
And when I sleep the World shall cease to be. 
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TO E. B. N. 



'TPWAS now the hour when the d3ang day 

1 Stained the horizon clouds with sanguine beam 
As slowly, slowly, in the fading gleam, 
Skirting the shore, our boat obeyed the sway 
Of the faint-breathing wind and lightly lay 
Like some autumnal leaf upon the stream; 
While o'er the tired world as in a dream 
Impassioned Evening flung her mantle gray. 
Our speech was all of Beauty which unbars 
Its sweetness to the heart when Nature's mien 
Is gentle and her friendliness secure, 
And we could feel descending from the stars 
That Spirit vast and tender and serene 
Which ever smiles and ever shall endure. 
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GENIUS 

DIMMED is the forest, vanished is the plain, 
Mute are the birds, their heads beneath their 
wings; 
The listless night-wind scarce a perfume brings 
From the closed flowers and the nodding grain. 
Now comes the priestess of the mom again 
And on the hills her giant censer swings. 
And lo! the forest all its matins sings 
And bright-robed blossoms weave their fairy chain. 
So lies the world of beauty silently. 
Dormant, half -felt and wholly undescried, 
Till some bright spirit of our mortal sky, 
Flinging the shadows of the night aside. 
Reveals it to the mind's bewildered eye 
Transmuted and transfused and glorified. 
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ORELAY 

THERE stands a castle old and gray 
In the dreamy town of Orelay; 
No clank of armor shakes the halls, 
No sentry paces on the walls, 
No bugle sounds at close of day. 

Long, long ago the echoes ceased 

To swell the revel at the feast; 

The knights, the squires, the serfs are dead 

That wore the pavement with their tread; 

Forgotten sleeps the honored priest. 

The chains of the draw-bridge broken lie. 
The battlements against the sky 
With ivy droop, the pigeons sleep 
In the loop-holes of the donjon-keep, 
The lizard basks with curtained eye. 

Day after day the luminous hours 
Fall lightly on the crumbling towers; 
The gentle jfingers of the vine 
About the splintered corbels twine, 
The empty moat is lined with flowers. 
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For all is peace and nevermore 
Shall f oeman thunder at the door 
Or retinue in royal state 
Accost the warder at the gate 
As in the knightly days of yore. 

And Orelay shall slumber still 
Beneath the castle's buttressed hill 
While aged gossips in the lane 
Their bobbins shift and twirl again 
Beside the slow-revolving mill. 

And thou and I shall wander there 
Forgetful of the world of care, 
Untrammeled by the gloomy years, 
The stony thoughts, the leaden fears 
Which bind the spirit to despair. 

There in the sun's departing gleam 
Our souls awakened shall redeem 
This cold mortality and sway 
Our hearts until our very clay 
Shall melt into the perfect dream. 
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IMMORTAL sleeper in the halls of Time! 
Whom the enchanter Death hath vainly sought 
to chain, 
What nameless visions and what dreams sublime 
Have visited thy brain! 

The slippered centuries with soundless tread 

Have turned in awe to gaze upon thy features vast 
Ere through the portal, of the years they sped 
Into the silent Past. 

The toppling tower and the shattered tomb, 

The iron tongues of war which vibrate on the air, 
The wrack of empires sweeping to their doom 
And wailing their despair; 

The crunch of glaciers and the sundered chain 

Of mountains and the boom of the engulfing deep, 
Like summer flies which rasp upon the pane. 
Have broken not thy sleep. 

Fear not the Spectre who upon the world 

Hath pitched his camp of shadows and of things 
which seem, 
With his black banners and his flags unfurled 
Where the red torches gleam. 
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Sleep on thou dreamer of our destiny! 

Nor heed the shrinking stars, the clouds, the vapors 
grim; 
Like wraiths of mist the phantom troops shall fly 
Across the shadowy rim. 

When from the rampart the last Hour calls, 

Upon the hills of Death the Unknown Light shall 
break; 
The night shall vanish from thy crumbling walls 
And, starting, thou shalt wake! 
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THE BLIND 

BRIGHT Children of the Sun, whose rays illume 
Your joyous steps, weep for the slaves of Gloom, 
The prisoners of Obscurity, the blind! 
In the great castle of the worid confined, 
In the unwindowed dungeon of the night, 
With bruisfed hands they grope toward the light 
Which never shines. For them there is no world. 
No symboled universe of things, unfurled 
Before the mind save such as they command 
By touch of the opaque and rayless hand 
Upon their walls of stone. Reality 
Is the stem gaoler whom they cannot see 
But toward whose jangling keys and jarring tread 
They turn expectant for the daily bread 
Which is their all. Ever for them in vain 
The tribal clouds upon the ethereal plain 
Kindle their camp-fires, and in vain the moon's 
Mysterious sentries pace the tented dunes. 

Weep, Bearers of the torch ! but not for those 
Whose mortal eye is curtained with repose; 
Weep not for them but for the darker blind! 
The cunning chambers of the human mind 
May cheat the midnight, but the greater dark 
Can be illumined only by a spark 
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Of that immortal fire which lights the goal 

Not from without but from within the soul, 
And through no lens of flesh that clearer light 
Shall penetrate which shall dispel the night. 

They only are the blind who cannot see 

The perfect beams of Immortality, 

That elemental lamp whose oil is Ruth, 

Whose wick is Wisdom and whose flame is Truth. 

They only are the blind for whom there shine 

No rays of Love eternal and divine 

To burnish with delight the sea, the wood, 

The earth, the air and that great brotherhood 

Of Life's unnumbered forms which Death and Pain 

Join in their evolutionary chain; 

Rays which alone can light the path sublime 

Which Man must strike across the plain of Time, 

Until his soul, bursting her mortal bars, 

Beholds at last the unimagined stars! 
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ODE TO THE SUN 

LORD of the light, the life, the love 
Which through the ether streams 
To bathe the orbs which round thee njove 

And sparkle in thy beams! 
Thou giant pyre! Thou spirit fire! 

Thou monarch of the years! 
Whose magic power can lift the flower 

Or swing the massy spheres; 
Hast thou a charm to soothe the mind? 
Canst thou the shackled heart unbind 

Or dry our human tears? 

Are we thy children, yet in vain? 

Must we but come and go, 
Lost ripples on the sea of pain 

Where the world's tempests blow? 
In the deep heaven forever driven 

Upon thy titan car, 
In endless flight through the vast night 

Which calls thee from afar. 
Art thou our author and our goal 
Or dost thou urge the flagging soul 

Toward some immortal star? 
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Are all things in this moving world 

But ministers of chance, 
Unmeaning atoms tossed and whirled 

In rotatory dance? 
Must man's endeavor be bound forever 

To that unbroken ring 
Of death and birth wherein the earth 

Must through the seasons swing? 
We know not, yet we feel in thee 
Some vast fulfilment still to be 

Of youth and joy and Spring! 
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ODE TO THE MOON 

THOU pale companion of this moving world! 
Through the unmeasured and ethereal sea 
Whose billows towards some phantom shore are hurled. 
Uncharted still by our mortality; 
Hast thou no wish to break from that control 
And with the joyous sails of dream unfurled 
Amid the isles of space to wander free 
Seeking some fairer harbor of the soul? 

Thou must be weary of this ancient strife 

On which thy beams descend through the still air — 

The unfulfilled desire, the despair, 

The failure which is life. 

Thou must be weary of the empty roar 

Of ocean when his billows break to foam 

And in the mocking and fantastic light 

Of thy faint smile are driven through the night 

By the unwilling wind that still must roam 

And urge them to the shore. 

Forever and forever thou dost swing 
Chained to the wheel of this our little Earth, 
Who must herself but trace a larger ring 
And measure year on year the flaming girth 
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Of the impetuous Sun who from afar 

Hears yet a vaster spirit whispering 

And with the orbs which owe to him their birth 

Speeds on his course towards some remoter star. 

Wert thoii a prey to that unquiet pain 
Which the slow-cooling Earth must still sustain* — 
That endless interchange of life and death? 
Thou airless sphere! did once the pompous dust 
Of man inhabit thee and breathe the breath 
Of thy high-lifted mountains and contend 
With tempests on thy ever tideless seas 
Which now are wastes, and in his pride pretend 
Even as here to rule, till at the end 
He was resolved with all his vanities 
Into thy shrunken crust? 

In vain we question as we muse and dream. 
Knowing so little of the heart of life. 
Perchance thou hast transcended the dim stream 
Of time and overcome the laws of strife. 
Perchance the soul of man has found in thee 
That undiscovered balm which shall redeem 
His spirit from despair that like a knife 
Doth torture still our weak mortality. 

When we perceive thy midnight splendor shine 
Without a stain. 

Flooding as with a radiance divine 
The dreaming plain, * 
Is it some spirit that we so behold, 
By toil and pain and death no more controlled? 
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Or is it bat a phantom that we see, 

A wandering ghost from which the soul has fled, 

A dream which has outlived the withered brain, 

A corpse forever numbered with the dead 

Of which the bones remain 

Only to bleach throughout eternity? 

When we would find some answer for the heart 
That questions still the unresponsive clay. 
How shall we think of thee? As now a part 
Of the Eternal Thought beyond decay? 
Or shall we deem thy life returned to mold 
Till even death remains without a prey, 
Thy mists and clouds and waters wept away. 
Thy giant craters cold? 

It matters not. Thy light shall still remain 
To glorify the night which we endure; 
To soothe the spirit burthened with the pain 
Of useless effort and of dreams obscure. 
Until the struggle of our race shall cease 
And man be freed or turned to dust again 
Thy beams to us shall seem forever pure 
And we shall look on thee with hope of peace. 
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ODE TO THE EVENING STAR 

STAY, gentle Star! beacon of eventide! 
That o'er the ocean of the air dost guide 
With thine ethereal beams 
Slumber, the helmsman old, when from the light 
He steers into the harbor of the night 

His fleet of dreams! 

There is a spot deep sheltered from the wind 
Which blows from the bleak world, wherein enshrined 
Grow flowers, soft as is the curlM leaf 
Of the tmfolding fern, wherewith the mind 
Plays as with thoughts, flitting from truth to truth 
Not wearily but with the wings of Youth, 

Careless of grief. 

There do no blasts intrude 

Prancing with clamor rude 

Like fauns at play, 
But there are children of the ether there. 
Light spirits of the sun-impassioned air, 
That in their viewless dance across the lea 

Do make the grasses sway 
And bend beneath their tread mysteriously, 

Mocking the solitude. 
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Thither at close of day 

My footsteps roam, 
When to their nests the wrens come whispering home 
And toward the gabled grange the cattle stray. 

There in the hillside warm, 

As in the bended arm 

Of Life, I dreaming lie; 

And thou dost seem so near 

Almost thy beams appear 

To beckon from the sky, 
Until my thought transcends its wonted power 

And, for a moment free, 
Upon the wings of the suspended hour 

Communion holds with thee. 

Too soon the gates of light 

The warder of the night 

Doth bolt and bar! 
A shadowy prescience wakes the dreaming trees. 
Stirring to half -articulate prophecies 
Their tremulous tongues, and from my brimming sight 

Thy radiance, gentle Star, 
Doth fade and melt among the vapors gray 
Even as sinks my soul into its mortal clay. 

Beloved Star! Companion of my dream! 
Leave me not thus abandoned of thy beam 

Which drew me from afar; 
Be thou the visions of my youth to me, 
My love, my faith, my imniortality. 

My spirit's star! 
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THE OVERTONE 

THROUGH the mysterious music of the mind 
One note forever runs, changeless and pure, 
Which lifts the multitudinous chords of life 
Struck from the harp of man's mortality 
Into that harmony without a name 
Heard in the voices of the mountain streams 
And in the winds and in the unquiet sea 
That ever foams on the protesting shore. 
Round us the discords of the sounding world 
Their tumult make and mingle with the strife 
Of our rebellious thoughts and doubtings vain 
And throbbings of the heart. Sorrow and care 
Warp from its theme the melody of youth 
And tune the treble to the key of pain; 
And still the bass grows deeper as the years 
Steal one by one a-tiptoe from the room 
And leave the soul alone. But when the day 
Fades from the casement and the twilight falls 
From shadowy tapestry and curtain dim 
The harpist hears the ethereal overtone 
Lift from the strings from which his fingers fall 
And melt into that music of the spheres 
Heard by the unknown spirits of the stars. 
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THE INNER VISION 

THERE is a voice was never heard, 
A dream was never told, 
There streams upon our vision blurred 

A light which none behold; 
Yet in the shadowy caves of sleep 

Which overcome the will 
Some whisper from the shoreless deep 
May reach the spirit still. 

There is a realm of timeless truth 

Beyond the bourne of pain, 
A world of gentleness and youth 

And joy without a stain; 
And even through the mists of grief, 

Of anguish and despair. 
The rainbow of the soul's belief 

Is cast upon the air. 

There is a larger life of things, 

Of which we are a part. 
That binds to Nature's mystic springs 

The ever-beating heart; 
And in the spirit's glass of thought. 

Though dimmed by man's control. 
Some fleeting image may be caught 

Of that diviner soul. 
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ACETES AND BACCHUS 

IT was the changing hour of afternoon 
When toward the earth the vapors which have 
risen 
Begin to redescend; when the waves cease 
Their flashing and put on a film of pearl. 
Upon his galley's poop, pensive, alone, 
Acetes sat, for all his crew had gone 
To fetch from Dia's shore the fountain's boon. 
Old dreams of youth had gathered to his brain, 
Visions of excellence, which might have lived 
Had not the cold and heavy-footed world 
Trampled them into dust. He saw himself 
Transfigured to the boy he once had been. 
Moving within the luminous cloud of faith 
Which the disintegrating wind of Pain 
Had scattered. Men to him were now but men 
Where once they were a part of the great world 
Which was a part of him; and yet his mood 
Was gentle for he had not yet attained 
The stunmit of life's melancholy hill. 
And there are those in whom even despair 
Itself is sweet, for ever and again 
Their faith returns to glorify despair. 

And now a shout aroused him from his thought 
And, turning toward the shore, he saw his crew 
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In boisterous return dragging a boy. 
Protesting did he come yet full of grace, 
Mild were his looks yet princely and the light 
Played strangely in the ringlets of his hair. 
"See," cried Melanthus, leader of the crew, 
"Here is a captive worthy of the name. 
Some rich man's son who shall reward us well." 
"Aye," echoed Epopeus, "he shall pay; 
It was a stroke of fortune that we stopped 
And found him as he slept in the cool glen." 
And all the sailors shouted as they drew 
Their prisoner forward. But Acetes turned 
In wrath upon them: "Who are ye that dare 
To violate the person of this boy! 
Can ye not see the beauty of his form, 
The breadth of brow, the lustre of the eyes. 
Which do bespeak the god? O gracious Being, 
Sylvan Divinity, my soul discerned 
Your presence which transcends mortality 
Ere yet mine eyes beheld your gentleness. 
My comrades crave your pardon and are sorry; 
We kneel before you and are all ashamed 
At this rebellion of our baser selves. 
Be mild with us who are but sailors rude, 
Uncouth and boisterous children of the sea." 
Thereat a strife began, for all the men 
Were stirred with hope of gold and mutinous; 
Lycabas shouted: "Let the boy beg, we 
No pardon crave, he is otu* prisoner." 
And Epopeus cried: "We have our share 
In this adventure and will not be cheated 
By your poetic fancies of our gain." 
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Till at the last Acetes overborne 

Was forced to take the helm reluctantly, 

Gazing with troubled eyes upon the boy 

Who still protesting had been led aboard 

And roughly jostled to a coil of rope 

Whereon as one awakening from a trance 

He weeping sat and spoke with voice forlorn. 

"Stay, gentle mariners, I am a child 

Of the cool slope and shadow-threaded glen. 

I do not love the sea with its salt spray 

Which tangles my long cufls and stings my cheek. 

I pray if you must have your jest with me 

You will not carry me past yonder shore 

Where shady Naxos screens her coverts wild. ** 

And thereupon the sailors as in sport 

Called him their pretty lad and little prince 

And swore he soon should tread the Naxian shore; 

Meantime, with jerking thumbs and knitted brows, 

Warning Acetes to put further out 

And steer for Egypt and the land of slaves. 

But he with flashing eye and angry port 

Strode forward and stood sullen on the prow 

While Epopeus smiling took the helm. 

And now the oars plashed with a merry swing 

And from behind the azure-footed breeze 

Ruffled the water and o'ertook the sail. 

Bulging it forward till the after stays 

Sang as they tightened like a corded bow. 

Oft when the ship that bears our destinies 
O'er the uncharted ocean of our lives 
Before the winds of promise seems to drive 
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With joyous sails and freight of happiness, 

Some hidden ledge or ruin of the storms 

Deep-sunken in the waves which are its grave 

Scatters our fairest hopes upon the seas 

And ere the smile has fled dissolves the dream. 

So with a sudden throb the dancing craft 

Which bore Acetes and his mocking crew 

Stopped in its course as if some Wintry power 

Had turned the sea to ice immovable. 

There did the rowers strain and the oars bend 

And lift the spray that reddened in the gleam 

Of the declining sun, while the wind urged 

As vainly as the clouds which storm the hills. 

In vain with pointed prow the galley hung 

In poised impatience like a hound in leash 

While crest on crest the billows from astern 

Came thronging past in serried companies 

Seeming to curl in laughter as they surged. 

Scarce had his galley ceased to cut the seas 

Than with bewildered eye Acetes turned 

And even as he turned there met his ear 

The strains of music with a cymbal sound. 

And, as he gazed, the many-fingered vine 

Flung its light tendrils over mast and stay 

And swung its mellow clusters in the breeze. 

All was transformed. The world of sound and sight 

Familiar to the mind had been dissolved 

And left his soul suspended, as in dreams. 

Odors of wild flowers and the tang of woods 

And dewey breath of mosses filled the air. 

While in the bower of grape and ivy formed, 

Framed in the glory of the failing light 
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With wreathfed brow, the captive youth reclined. 

Couched upon either hand a leopard lay 

Like a quick thought which should have found a form; 

A carven flute his fingers idly grasped 

And all his figure breathed of quietude 

And some serenity imknown to man 

Which lies beyond the portals of the mind. 

So swift had been the change that all the crew 
Still tightened at the oars with corded veins 
When suddenly Melanthus with a cry 
Sprang to his feet and plunged into the sea. 
And ere the swirl and bubbles he had made 
Had been resolved into the plastic waves 
A dolphin rose before Acetes' view. 
Lycabas followed him, then, one by' one. 
The rowers, each in turn to fishes changed; 
Till only Epopeus still remained 
Grasping the hehn with aspect of despair. 
Withholding his belief as if his soul 
By sheer denial of the outer world 
Might shrink into itself and be alone. 
So dread the torture which his visage wore 
That pity slid into Acetes' heart 
And on his lips a prayer was half begun 
When, even as he gazed, the helmsman's arms 
Shriveled to fins, his limbs became a tail. 
His nostrils widened, and with stifled groan 
He gave a leap and was a man no more. 

Then did Acetes drop upon his knee 
Bewildered, for the presence of the god 
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Made him at once exultant and afraid, 

But while he vainly struggled for a word 

Which should express the riot in his heart 

Bacchus began with voice subdued and low 

Yet clear and deep beyond mortality. 

**Fear not, Acetes, there is nought to fear. 

No human soul that bears within itself 

The seeds of gentleness, the love of truth, 

Need stand abashed before the loftiest throne. 

And I am gentle for I come to bring 

Only the gift of peace to all the world. 

The yoke which I impose is light to bear, 

The culture of the vine and of the heart, 

The worship of the gods, the love of man. 

But oh! the world is dark with ignorance! 

On hill and plaint on land and on the sea, 

Man blindly struggles with his fellow-man 

For the ephemeral, the empty gain, 

Unconscious of his own diviner part. 

Only in India did I succeed 

In sowing as I passed a richer thought, 

A firmer faith in what is permanent, 

A longing for the truth which is to be. 

Even the immortals feel the weight of time, 

Which like a vapor dims the shining fields, 

The future glories which their spirits read. 

Rise from thy knees, Acetes, thou and I 

Shall not be strangers, though thy limbs are chained 

To death and slow decay. Thou needst not 

fear 
That pain which is the world if thou retain 
That larger vision of the human soul 
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